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"Good work on making it through the third day of your rehab session. Tomorrow will be another day, but for 
now, get some rest. You'll be up and early.’ A voice said through the speaker in Slash's dark room that he was 
staying in while his rehabilitation was going on. 


Under a quiet black light in the small closet of his assigned room, Slash looked down at the empty glass tube in 
his hands. The tube was actually a cheap glass cigar container had had from a few weeks ago. He sighed as he 
pulled out a small ziplock bag out of his jacket pocket. The bag had a teaspoon of baking soda in it, and he 
unzipped the bag and poured all of it into the glass tube. 


He grabbed his lighter and flicked it on, swaying it under the bottom of the glass tube, heating up the coke 


which was inside of it. Clink. After a few seconds, a piece of crack rock had formed. 


He smiled to himself and put his lighter back into his pocket. He emptied out the contents of the tube, spilling 
the little rocks into his palm. He spilled them into his paper rolls and grabbed his lighter again, starting to 


smoke it. 


After taking the first puff, he relaxed back against the wall. It had been three days since he had been high and 
it was making him sick. He told the management at the rehab center that he had the flu, even though it was 
just sickness from withdrawal. This way, since they thought he was sick, they let him be in his own room. 


Thank god, otherwise he wouldn't be able to get high again. 


He was scheduled to be in here for two months. Along with the other members; Duff, Steven, and Izzy were 
all couped up in this place too. But, the management had separated all of them so that they'd stay out of 
trouble. This was the biggest rehab center in the country, and it stretched on for a few miles. There were 
over 2,000 people staying in here at the moment. 


Duff was on the left of the rehab center; he was in here for his drinking problems. Steven was at the very 
back of the center, in there for everything. Izzy was at the right of the center, trying to halt his dance with 


Mr. Brownstone. And here was Slash, at the front of the center, in here for his crackhead ways. 


Everyone but Axl was in the clinic, because Axl wasn't strung out. He never was. Although he drank and 
smoked pot every now and there, he never did anything harsh. He knew itd fuck up his voice, so he stayed 


away from it all. 


Slash hoped that one day Axl would have the heart to drop by and rescue them from this fucking place. But 
its been three days and no sign of anyone coming to check them out had come. All Slash wanted was out, he 


promised himself he'd put down the rock as soon as he got back, but it was no hope. He was trapped. 


For all he knew, Izzy, Duff, or Steven could have been out already. He hadn't seen them since they all had 
checked in. Even when the patients would check out for lunch, mixing in with everyone that was there, Slash 
still never saw any of the other guys. The management probably knew better than to let the four of them to 
be together. 


Honestly, Slash just wanted to see one of them. He needed someone familiar. His girlfriend, Yvonne, didn't even 
know that he was in rehab. Axl had told her that they were settling some band business on a trip away from 


home. 


Slash didn't care; he and his girlfriend had went through a huge fight before he left. She didn't understand that 
Slash's music came before her. And so she left before Slash could even tell her he was going to go get help 
with his drug addiction. 

Beep. Beep. Beep. 


Slash's head whipped up and he looked around from where the beeping sound was coming from. He snapped out 


of his high when he saw a red flashing light on the ceiling. He groaned and jumped up once he realized what 


was going on. "Fuck!" He yelled, as he saw the fire alarm above his head flash more. 


He quickly threw his lighter under the broken floorboard and he threw all the drugs underneath there, too, but 
it was too late. The door had opened and Slash looked up helplessly at the management in the doorway. 


The lady in the door reached down and lifted up the broken floorboard, exposing everything. There was so 
much shit that Slash was storing under there. There were three half-filled bottles of Jack Daniels, a huge bag 
of black heroin, and four crack rocks the size of his fists. Her face stayed straight as she stood back up and 
looked down at him. 


"Come with us, Mr. Hudson" 


Nymphomaniac 
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"Get the fuck off of me, fucker!" Slash yelled at the top of his lungs, shaking off one of the nurses that was 
holding him. They were carrying him to the front of the center where he would be placed in a new room, 


without his drugs. 


The nurse kept her grip on his arm and Slash reluctantly sighed. He didn't want to be in this damn rehab place, 


it was stupid and it wasn't working. 


They eventually reached the front of the center, where a crowd of people stood. Slash raised an eyebrow and 


glanced over the crowd, noticing a tall blonde man. 


He automatically knew who it was; he walked straight over to him. There was Duff, in a ripped up shirt and 


jeans, looking sick 


Duff looked down and noticed Slash. What the fuck was he doing here? He grabbed his shoulders, blinking fast 
and showing his red eyes. "Dude, | need out" 


Slash shook his head. He could tell that he was strung out. But what the fuck was he supposed to do? He was 
trapped inside here too. 


Slash shifted uncomfortably and looked up when he heard a noise. It was one of the nurses, standing on top of 
a chair. She had a megaphone in her hand and shouted. "The following people need to follow me: Saul Hudson, 


Michael McKagan, and Vera Read." 


Slash and Duff both exchanged looks. She had called both of their names. Were they really that retarded to 


place the two of them in one room together? 


Slash shrugged, not even paying attention to the other person they called. They started to follow the nurse, 


who was walking down a long hallway. 


It seemed that they walked for about twenty minutes, the hallway was that long. They kept passing rooms, and 
hearing the muffled groans of addicts. Slash shook his head at each one of them. He wasn't as bad as them, he 
could do this. 


They finally reached a stopping point, somewhere in the middle of the hallway. The nurse opened the door and 


walked inside. 


Slash looked around, and immediately noticed how huge the place was. There were three king sized beds, a 


couch with a TV, a full kitchen and a full bathroom. 
It was extremely more nice and homey that his last room. What was up with that? 
Oh well, he didn't question it. He groaned and set his bag down on of the beds, Duff doing the same. 


Slash looked up at the nurse before she turned towards the door. "Erm, where's the third person?" He asked, 


looking around. 
"She'll be here soon" The nurse said, walking out of the room and shutting the door behind her. 


Slash looked over at Duff and shot him a confused look. She? "Are they even allowed to let guys and chicks 


room in one room?" 
Duff shrugged. "I thought so." 
Slash grinned and looked at him. "Dude, were going to have a fucking chick in our room" 


Duff smiled and threw his fist in the air. "Hell fucking yes. I've been horny since the moment | stepped inside 
this place." 


Slash sat back on his bed and raised an eyebrow. "What if they're putting her in here because she's ugly?" He 
shuddered. 


Duff chuckled and shook his head. "Oh well, we'll see." 


There was a sudden knock on the door and Slash looked over. He glanced at Duff. "Its herrrr." He cooed, 


standing up off of the bed and walking to the door. 


He opened the door to see a tall woman in front of him. She had long, blonde hair and massive sized tits. Her 


waist was small and she was wearing shorts and a t shirt. 


"Holy fuck." Slash accidentally said out loud. He could already see it now. She was smoking hot, and he and Duff 
could take turns fucking her each night. Fuck yes. 


She looked past Slash's shoulder and inside the room. "Are you Michael?" 


Slash shook his head. "Nah, I'm Saul. But you can call me Slash." He stepped out of the way and let her walk 
into the room. He waved over to Duff. "That's Michael, but you can call him Duff 


She nodded and set her bags down on the floor. "I'm Vera, and you can call me Vera" 


Slash chuckled a bit. "Funny, funny.” He walked back over to his bed and sat down, falling back onto it. 
She walked over to the empty bed and assumed it was hers. She looked around and took a seat. "So, uh, what 
are you guys in here for? | want to make sure we get all of that straight and not talk about those things 


around each other." 


Slash shrugged. "I'm in here for coke man, and Duff's here for his vodka obsession" She nodded and Slash 
continued to talk. "We were just going to sneak out to score my shit back, if you want any." 


She shook her head and tucked a piece of her long blonde hair behind her ear. "No thanks, I'm not into that 
shit." 


Duff raised an eyebrow and shifted in his bed. "What are you in here for, then?" 

She crossed her legs and shrugged a bit. "Im a sex addict” 

Slash's eyes bulged wide. He slowly glanced over at Duff, who was glancing at him too. Holy. Fucking, Shit 
"Uh, why are you here if its just something minor like that.?" Duff asked her. 

She frowned. "Maybe | want to get help, too." 

Duff shrugged. "Well, alright man" 

"That's why they put me in a room with two guys, so they can test me." She explained 


"Oh, | see." Slash said, but not really understanding. Oh well. He was living with a fucking hot nymphomaniac. And 
life was going to be good. 


Junkie Hoodrat 
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Fuck," Slash groaned, prying the small window open with the crowbar he brought along with him to rehab. The 
window in their room was so small only a cat could fit through it, but he figured if he somehow slithered 


himself out, he'd be able to get out of that room. 


He pushed the window up all of the way and propped himself up, putting his feet first and flinging himself out. 
He landed on his knees in the hallway, quickly standing up and brushing himself off. He glanced left and right to 


see if anyone was in the hallway, but it was empty. 


Duff had already found all of Slash's drugs that this place took from him yesterday. When lunch was called, 
Duff somehow snuck out of the crowd and explored around the facility. He opened multiple closets before 


finally finding the one where they store all of the found drugs. 
They only let the tamer patients out for lunch, and because Duff was only in here for booze, they let him out 


for lunch every day. But because Slash was in for harder drugs, he had private lunch in his room all day. So it 


was all up to Duff to find the place, and thank god he did. 


Slash made his way down the hallway, eventually taking a right turn into the closed off area of the clinic. He 
imminently saw Duff standing in the hallway, only because he was the only one there. 


Duff was standing in front of two giant blue doors, waiting for Slash. He finally caught up to him and Duff 


opened one of the doors, revealing the room. 


Slash walked closer to the door and his jaw dropped. The closet must have been a mile long, it went so far 
back to the point where they couldn't even see the back wall. 


"They must store everyone's shit in here." Slash said, still gasping at the sight. The walls were lined up with 
every pill bottle, ziplock bag, and glass bottles you could imagine. Slash walked slowly into the closet, quickly 
reaching for everything on the first shelf. 


Duff walked in and grabbed his shoulder. "Dude, stop!" He took the stuff out of Slash's hand and put it back on 
the shelf. "We can only take a little, otherwise they'll notice its gone." 


Slash sighed and nodded. "Alright, man. As long as we can come back later." 


Duff nodded and walked to the middle of the room, where a massive cooler was sitting. He grinned as he could 


only imagine what was being stored inside of there. 


Duff opened the door to see hundreds of crystal clear, tall bottles of sparking vodka. "HOLY POTATOES!" He 
yelled loudly. 


Slash shushed him so he could be quiet, walking over next to him and looking inside of the cooler. "Damn, that's 
a lot of potatoes." He laughed and walked away. He wasn't really much of a vodka dude, but he knew that Duff 


was. 


He walked to a shelf to see mountains of ziplock bags stacked on top of each other. Each bag had a different 
marking on it, marked in dark black sharpie. The marks were what type and grade each of the substances 
were. "Holy fuck" He read one marked as grade A. He grinned and grabbed it, shoving it into his pocket. 


He strolled back over to Duff, who had managed to fit two gigantic bottles of vodka into his boots. It looked 
natural, actually. The guy was great at hiding his drink. 


Slash walked a little farther down, reaching another section of the storage unit. He raised an eyebrow as he 
saw probably hundreds of differently sized and colored dildos and other sex toys along the walls. Lubricant, 
lasers, fruit flavored dildos, the whole deal. 


He chuckled and glanced back at Duff, who was still browsing the vodka selection "Think we should get one for 
the chick?" Slash asked him. 


Duff looked up and busted out into laughter. "Dude, that's so fucked up." 


| don't care, she'll get a laugh out of it” He grabbed the largest one on the shelf, which happened to be a 
purple microphone with a small top that not only vibrated but ALSO lit up and spun. 


He shoved the thing into his boot and walked back towards the doors, where Duff was waiting for him. "Let's 
roll, fucker." They walked out of the room and shut the door behind them, looking back in the hallway to see if 
anyone was there. Still, the hallway was empty, so they decided to make a run for it. 


They ran as fast as they could without the shit they were hiding to fall out, quickly making it back to their 


room. Only this time, the window was closed back up. 
"What the fuck, dude?!" Duff said, trying to lift the window up. But it was bolted shut. They couldn't go 


through the door, because it was on the other side of the room and would take hours to walk around the 


giant building to get to the other side. And if they did that, they'd for sure get caught. 


Duff, being amazingly tall, could see through the window easily. He smiled as he saw a figure sitting on a bed 


inside. "Vera is in there, we can just knock." 


Slash's heart stopped sinking and he smiled a bit. Duff started knocking on the window, and she saw them. 


She got up off of the bed and walked towards the window, seeing them and opening the window. "What are you 
doing?" She asked with a confused look on her face. Damn, Slash thought she was attractive. 


He licked his lips and Vera saw him, rolling her eyes and shaking her head. "Ugh, idiots." She opened the window 
up all of the way, and Duff grabbed Slash and propped him up, letting him get through the window. Duff got 


himself in, too. 


They landed on the floor and got themselves up, being careful not to break any of the bottles or bags they 
were carrying. Each of them emptied out their stolen stash and threw it under their beds to hide it. 


"Hey! | got you a gift!" He said, reaching for the vibrator he brought with him. He held it out for her in his 
hand. 


She crossed her arms and glared at him. "Are you fucking kidding me?!" She yelled, knocking it out of his hands. 
She stepped closer to him. "Do you think that's fucking funny?" She yelled in his face, pushing his shoulders 
back, making him fall onto his bed. 

Slash laughed it off. "Oh, so you're feisty. You must be great in bed" 


She glared at him again. "Fuck off, junkie hoodrat.” She said to him, walking back over to her bed, crossing her 


arms. 


Slash laughed and shook his head at her. He opened up his bag of coke and sniffed it, grinning, not giving one 
single fuck. 


Riot! 
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Sip. Spit. Sip. Chug. Spit. Sip. 

Duff layed back on his back, staring at the ceiling with a tall bottle of vodka in his hands. Slash was outside for 
his dinner, which he was taken personally to, because he couldn't go out to the normal dinner times for the 
normal clients. Duff skipped the dinner tonight and stayed in the room. 

Vera was sitting on her bed across the room, reading a book, not doing much. It wasn't very awkward, just a 
little tense. She hardly talked to either of the boys. She quietly kept to herself, and Duff thought it was 


because she wanted to steer herself short of any temptations. 


As from what he could tell already, she was a prostitute from LA. He knew this because it was on her files, 
which he snuck in and looked at earlier. The file also said that she had seven tattoos and was 19 years old. 


A nineteen year old sex addict? Hm, sounds weird. But it wasn't weird to him. She didn't even seem like a sex 


addict to him- she looked like a regular girl. That happened to have huge tits. 


Duff took another sip of his vodka, glancing back over at her. She was staring at her book, looking zoned out. 
He figured he may as well spark up a conversation with her; he had nothing better to do. 


Duff sat up from his bed and looked over at her. "Hey, you know its dinner time, right?" 
She didn't look away from her book "m not hungry.” 

He raised an eyebrow. "You skipped lunch, too.” 

She shook her head "No | didn't." 


Duff laughed slightly and folded his hands together. "Then why were you here when Slash and | came back 


from stealing our shit?" 
She didn't answer, she just looked at him and shook her head. 


Duff sighed and stood up, strolling over to her bed. He sat at the bottom, giving her a glance. "You know, you 
should go eat something." 


She looked up at him, shaking her head again. 

He sighed and looked down at his fingers. He figured she was one of THOSE girls.. no wonder why she was so 
damn skinny. He looked back over at her and took her book out of her hands, closing it and setting it down on 
the bed. "I'll go with you." 

She sat up and raised an eyebrow. "What?" She looked at the book. "Give me it back" 

He shook his head. "I'm not hungry, either. But it beats staying in this room all night." 

Sighing, she sat up in her bed and stood up. "You know what, fine." 

Duff smiled a bit and stood up as well. "Good." 

The two of them walked to the front of the room, where the door was. He opened it up, letting her walk 
through, and then closed it behind him. They walked down the long hallway for a few minutes without saying 


one word to each other, until she finally sparked up a conversation. 


"So, why exactly did you come here? I'm sure rockstars don't have time for rehab." She asked, looking over at 


Duff. 
Duff raised an eyebrow. "You know about my band?" 


She shrugged a bit. "Yeah, you're from Guns N' Roses." She put her hands in her pockets. "I only know that 


because | saw you guys a few months ago." 
He nodded a bit. "So, you dig our stuff then?" 


"Nah, | don't really listen to you guys." She shook her head a bit. "| mean, I've heard a few songs, but | was 
there for the Crue." She laughed a bit. 


He chuckled and ran a hand through his long, wavy blonde hair. "Ah, so you like Motley Crue." 
She nodded. "Yes, a lot." 


"Well that may be a good thing, once my band members and | are out of here, we have a tour planned with 


them." 
She smiled a bit. "Really? That's awesome. I've been dying to see them again" 
Duff smirked a bit and looked over at her. "And what about us?" 


"Hmm, maybe." She smirked and kept walking. 


The two of them made it towards the pavilion in the very heat of the moment. With a flash of an eye, there 
were police guards and nurses running around like crazy. Duff could see the misty haze that was mace being 


sprayed into the air. 


There were mobs of people with pill bottles lying everywhere on the ground. Duff looked to the side of him to 


see a black, greasy haired man running up to him. It was Izzy. 

"Izzy, dude!" Duff yelled, stepping towards him. "What the fuck is going on?" 

Izzy shook his head, panting for breath from the running. "Fuck, man. Slash is an idiot" 

Duff raised an eyebrow. "What did he do?" 

"He somehow found out where this place keeps all their found drugs, and decided to tell everyone at dinner." He 
ran a hand through his jet black hair. "He was high off of his mind and just blurted it out, and the next thing | 


know, people found the stash and a riot started out here." 


"What the FUCK?" Duff yelled, looking around. The place was being torn to shreds, and more and more people 
were getting tackled to the ground from the police. 


"Where are the rest of the guys?" Duff asked Izzy. 


Izzy pointed towards an exit door that had been knocked down in the corner of the pavilion. "Steven found Slash 


first and got him out of there before the police could get to him." 


Duff shook his head. "This is fucking insane, we need to get out of here.” Izzy nodded and the two of them 


walked towards the exit door. He looked back to see Vera not moving. 
"Are you coming?!" He yelled at her. "We need to leave quickly!" 


She just stood there. "l. I.. uh." She turned and looked at the giant mob in the middle of the room, and started 
running straight towards it. 


Duff stopped walking with Izzy and walked after her. "Are you fucking CRAZY?! GET BACK HERE!" He yelled. 
Izzy grabbed his arm. "Let her go, we need to leave!" 
Duff shook his head and shook Izzy's grip off of him. "She's gonna get killed!" 


Izzy sighed and grabbed his arm again. "Forget her, dude! We need to go!" 


Duff bit his lip and looked at Izzy. "Whatever." He said, running in the direction with Izzy, out to the exit, 


escaping from the riot-filled rehab center. 


Concert 
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(2 months later, Vera's POV) 
Oh fuck. It was time. 


"Tickets, please!" The ticket man yelled a few feet ahead of me, checking everyone's tickets and stamping under 
age's hands. | was the next one up, standing in the line, nearly shaking with excitement. 


It was the night of the Motley Crue concert, and | couldn't be more stoked. | had been waiting forever for this. 
| walked up to the ticket man and showed him my ticket. 


"How old are you, miss?" He asked. 


| could clearly pass for older, but | didn't want to lie to the man. "lm twenty." | confessed up, and he stamped 
my hand with his stamper that said | wasn't permitted alcohol. 


| shrugged and walked into the tightly packed venue, walking down to the crowd. Shit, the thing was already 
filled. But | was going to get to the front, | just had to. 


Music wasn't playing yet, and the headliners hadn't started yet. | had no idea who was headlining, but | didn't 


really care. | just wanted to see the main act. 


| knew that once the music started, | wouldn't be able get to the front because of all the people pushing. | 
looked around and started dozing through the people. 


"Move it, my sister is up there! She has.. cancer!" | yelled, trying to think of a dumb excuse to get to the 
front. People automatically let me through, and at that point it was easy. | walked right through the crowd at 
that point, making my way right to the barrier, and then it started to hit me. 


It had been twenty minutes since | had been in the crowd and | was already exhausted. There were huge, 


sweaty men behind me pushing all their weight on me, squeezing my small body into the barrier. | was gasping 


for breath, drenched in sweat, and thirsty. 


And that's when the music started playing. Music | wasn't familiar with started playing, and the crowd burst 


into cheers. | could see four men walk onto the stage, and one in the back on the drum riser. | couldn't make 


out what they looked like because they just looked like black shadows at the moment. 


The crowd started to go insane. Never have | ever seen an audience go that crazy for an opening band. And 


then the crowd started to chant. 

"GNR! GNR! GNR!" The crowd was erupting. 

Suddenly a loud drumbeat started playing, and then a faint muted guitar came in. Then a slide on the guitar, 
then a few chords. And after a few seconds, the whole band started playing and | was pushed up with massive 


force against the barrier. 


"| get up around seven, get out of bed around nine. And | don't worry about nothing, ‘cuz worrying is a waste 


of my time." The singer started to sing, and the audience went insane. 


| looked directly up at the man who was standing in front of me. He looked too familiar, and | gave it another 


look HE was tall, blonde, and had a white bass in his hand. Holy shit, it was Duff, from the rehab center. 


Oh man, this was Guns N Roses playing! | looked to the other side of the stage to see another familiar face 
with a top hat on and a guitar in his hands. 


| looked back at Duff because he was right in front of me. He started to walk to the other side of the stage, 
but stopped in his tracks. His eyes shifted right to me, doing a double take. 


He walked over to the side of the stage, standing right next to Slash. He seemed to whisper something in his 


ear, and they both moved their gazes towards me. 
Well, it seems as if they remembered me. 


At this point the song was wrapping up, and | was being trampled to death. At this point, | wasn't even on my 
two feet. | was dangling, holding my body up with my arms on the barrier. 


It seems as Duff saw me struggling, when he walked back to his amp and grabbed a small of cup of liquid and 
reached down handing it to me. 


Holy shit. | smiled gratefully and took a long sip of it, and it was beer. There was a man next to me who 
started yelling. "HEY! HER HAND IS MARKED! SHE CAN'T HAVE THAT!" And then after one sip, he knocked it out 
of my head, having it spill all over my face. 


At this point | was soaked, with beer, and the music had stopped playing. 


Everyone looked up, and saw that the singer wasn't on stage. There were chants of boos, but then his figure 


wandered back on stage. 


‘lm sorry everybody, l'm afraid we'll have to cancel the show." He said, and the crowd started booing very 


loudly. 
Well, | honestly didn't care. | was just there for Motley. 


"Nikki Sixx has faced a fatal injury and we need to cancel everything." He said into his mic, then putting it back 


on the stand. "We're sorry, we promise we'll come back here at the end of the tour." 
And then, the band walked off stage and all the lights went off. 
What the fuck? So that was it? No headlining act? All of it over? 


The crowd started to quiet down in realization of what was happening. There were very loud sirens from 


outside, and the crowd automatically poured out of the venue. 


Since | was at the front, it took a few minutes to get out of the venue. But once | did, | walked to the side of 


the venue, where a huge ambulance was set. 


There was a huge crowd around it, and | didn't bother to get in the way with it. | started to walk back into the 


venue, with nothing else to do. 


| walked inside, and pranced over to the merch table. | may as well have gotten a shirt while the venue was 


empty. | gave the guy twenty bucks and he handed me a Motley shirt, even though | didn't get to see them. 
| turned around to head back out, when someone stopped me. "Hey!" 

| looked up to see who it was. It was Slash! 

"Oh, hi." | said, scratching my head in confusion. 

He smiled a bit, looking really drunk. "Do you wanna come hang with us backstage and catch up?" 


| shrugged a bit and looked at the clock on the wall. | needed to be back at the bus station in an hour. "Um, | 


don't know." 


But he refused to take that for an answer. He grabbed my hand and started pulling me to the back of the 


venue. 


One Night? 
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(Vera's POV) 


"Just wait, the gang will be here soon" Slash said, pointing to a seat in the backstage dressing room. | sat down 


and looked around. It was a small room. There were tables stocked with bottles of various types of alcohols. 


| bit my lip as someone walked in It was a tall, blonde man, looking straight at me. "Oh, hey!" He said, walking 


over and taking a seat next to me. 

| looked over at him and nodded a bit. "Nice to see you again, Duff." 

He nodded. "You too." He leaned his head over the side of the couch that we were sitting on to see a bottle of 
vodka on a table. He reached over and grabbed it. "How have you been?" He asked, cracking the vodka open and 
taking a sip from it. 

| shrugged a bit. "Very good, actually." 


He nodded. "That's good." 


More people walked into the room all at once. | grabbed one of the bottles in a fluster to distract myself from 


them. 


A redhead, the singer, sat down at a couch next to the one | was sitting down and pulled out a cigarette, not 


saying a word to me. 

| took a long sip and my head spinned automatically. It was vodka. Straight up, 100% percent. 

My eyes twitched and Duff glanced over at me with a chuckle. "You okay there?" 

| laughed a bit and nodded. "Yeah, no worries.” 

"Well, alright.” He said. 

| looked up at the clock and sighed. | had missed the bus and there was no way | could get a ride home. 


Duff looked over and raised an eyebrow. "You alright?" 


| shook my head. "| missed the bus." 
He took another sip from the bottle and swooshed it around. "Do you need a ride or something?" 


| folded my arms and looked around. "I can walk." 


He shook his head. "In LA? Nah, too dangerous to walk around at night." He put the cap back on the bottle and 


looked at me. "Where you live?" 
| shifted in my seat. "Melrose drive.." 


"Oh shit!" He said, looking over at the singer sitting on the couch next to us. "That's where Axl lives. | can get 


you there in five minutes." 
| sighed. "You don't have to." 


He shook his head, standing up. "Nah, come on. I'll walk you out to my car." 


(Duff's POV) 


We were minutes away from her house and | could sense the tension in the car. My hand gripped around the 


steering wheel of my truck, making a turn onto Melrose. "Which is yours?" 
She pointed to a small, yellow house with a white picket fence. | rolled my eyes at the sight of it. 


One hand on the wheel and one hand holding my bottle of vodka, | turned into the house and put my car in 
park. 


Vera looked over at me with huge, red eyes. Ah, the sight of drunkenness. 
"You're seriously drunk after that one bottle you had?" | asked with a slight chuckle. 
She shrugged a bit, pulling her blonde hair out of her face. "Do you.. want to come in?" She asked. 


| raised an eyebrow and looked around. It was getting pretty late. | probably shouldn't, but | didn't care. | nodded 
and we both hopped out of my truck, walking up to her front door. 


She knelt down and pulled a key out from under the mat, and unlocked the door. We both walked inside. 


She walked me into the room off to the right, which was the kitchen. "Do you want some coffee?" She asked, 


walking over to the coffee maker. 
"Sure, why not." | said, and she turned on the machine and coffee automatically came out. 


"Well isn't that high-tech," | said, chuckling a bit. She laughed and grabbed two cups and filled them with the 


coffee, handing one to me and holding one herself. 


| grinned and grabbed my bottle and poured vodka into the cup. | didn't ask her if she wanted any, but | poured 


some in her cup anyway. 


We both sat in silence and drank our spiked coffee for a while, and then she turned her back to me and walked 


over to the coffee maker to make more. 


| grinned and looked down her. She looked really, really good. | didn't want to disrespect her, but come on. 
What's so bad about a couple of one night stands? 


| walked up to her and started to run my fingers up her arm, slowly. She looked back at me with a confused 


look on her face. 


| moved my hands up to her neck and onto her chin. | tilted her head back, smiling a bit at her and looking 


down at her. 


"Fuck" She said, grabbing my neck and pulling me down, smashing her lips onto mine. Well, damn. She was a 


nymphomaniac. 


My hands moved down to her hips as | picked her up and set her on the table. Our lips met again and again, 


her body starting to twitch in my arms, driving me insane with need for more. 

My hands ran up her back and tugged on her bra strap. She tasted like coffee and vodka, which drove me 
insane. | picked her up once again and walked across the room, exiting the kitchen and walking down into the 
hallway. 

Her lips drove down my neck and | looked around. "Where's the room?" 

She moaned against my skin. "The first on the right," returning back to sucking on my neck. 

| walked into the room and threw her on the bed, climbing on top of her and grabbing the neck of her shirt. | 
sat up and unbuttoned each of her shirt buttons, revealing a giant set of tits caged inside of her bra. | 


ferociously unbuttoned the front clasp, setting them free as my hands grabbed them. 


Our lips met again and | worked my hands down to her jeans, carefully unbuttoning them and sliding them off. 


My lips drove down her body, past her stomach and down to where her underwear was. 


My black gloves got caught in her red lace underwear, driving me insane. | ripped them back, tearing her 
underwear, but | didn't care. My tongue licked down her stomach and laced around the front of her underwear, 


begging for entry. 


| moved my hands to start pulling them down when she twitched underneath me. "STOP!" She yelled, squirming 


away from me. 
| raised my eyebrow and looked up at her. "What's wrong?" 
"l-l. | can't do this." She said, grabbing her shirt and slipping it back on, buttoning it up all the way. 


| sat up and looked at her. "Why not? It's just a one night stand." My dick bulged in my pants, waiting for 


more. 


"Because | don't love you," She said, sitting back up. "That's what | went to the clinic for, to stop things like 
this." 


"Oh" | said, feeling a bit uncomfortable. Well, great. She totally just gave me a set of blue balls for the night. 


| looked down at my crotch as it bulged out, and with a sigh, | looked back over to her. "Can | please take a 


shower at least?" | moaned, pleading, begging. 
She nodded and pointed towards a door that led off in her bedroom. "In there." 


| nodded and walked over to bathroom, closing the door behind me to finish my unfinished business. 


Aftermath 


Author's Notes: 
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(Vera's POV) 


Fuck, why did | always do things like this to myself? Its not like it was even worth it; | probably had caused 


him more trouble than myself. 


| shouldn't have even invited him in anyway. What was | thinking? Thinking that a guy like him was just going to 


come in late at night for coffee? 
The thing that gets me is that it felt so damn good. But | couldn't do it. | needed to get better. 


| sat up on the bed and twirled my hair around with my fingers. From the bathroom, | could hear faint 
muffled moans. | didn't blame him for jacking off in my shower, | had aroused him just to tell him to stop. 


Suddenly the shower stopped. | sat up in the bed and dragged the covers over myself, hiding my bare legs. 
The door opened and out walked Duff in a towel, looking around. "I. uh. I'll get going.” 


| shook my head and stood up, forgetting that | was only in a button up shirt and my underwear. "You need 


something warm; you'll freeze to death." | walked over to the closet and opened one of the doors. 


| grabbed a huge t-shirt | had. | turned around to face him. "I don't really have any pants or anything for 
you... 


He nodded. "That's cool, I'll just wear my boxers." He took the shirt from my hand and threw it on, causing the 
towel wrapped around his waist to drop to the ground. 


And there it was, his dick, right in my fucking face. "Oh, shit" | said, whipping his face away from it,moving my 


stare to the ground. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry." 


"Damnit." He muttered, leaning down and picking it up. He wrapped it back around his waist and walked back into 
the bathroom, like he didn't care that | just saw his dick. 


| shook my head and walked outside of the room and into the kitchen. | hopped up on the counter and looked at 
the bottle of vodka that was sitting next to me. 


| pun it around and watched it swoosh for a few minutes before taking a small sip from it. | hated drinking, so | 


had no idea what was up with me tonight. It was all confusing as ever. 


Duff walked into the kitchen and | looked up to see him in my t-shirt and his boxers. "I'd better get going.” He 


said, walking towards the door. 
"Okay," | said, not leaving my place on the counter. He nodded a bit and walked out of the house. 


| hopped off of the counter and opened a counter, placing his bottle of vodka inside of it. | closed it and looked 


out the window to watch his truck speed away from my house. 


